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Truths and Dares 


Author's Notes: 


I\'m going to be honest, this is one of the most unusual things I've ever written. Nm happy with how it 
turned out though :) It took me a long time to figure out how | wanted the story to turn out but a word of 
advice from my lovely beta, midnight_moonlight, guided me in the right direction | did something very off the 
wall with the prompt and | hope it is enjoyed by the wisher regardless <3 


“There's nothing to do," Bill whined. 
It was the middle of summer in Lafayette, sweltering hot and, well, there really was nothing to do. Jeff 
laughed, thinking how Bill had said the exact same thing during winter break There had been nothing to do then 


either, but at least now it was warm and they were free to roam the city. 


"We could go down to the river," Jeff suggested 


Bill shrugged. "| guess so. What would we do there?" 

"Walk around, smoke, get high, whatever." 

Bill shrugged again and stood up. They had been sitting in plastic lawn chairs behind Jeff's house for the last 
hour. It was what they did most of the time during the summer. Sometimes Jeff would play guitar and Bill 
would sing quietly. They wanted to play and sing loud but that just agitated the neighbors and got them in 
trouble, the last thing they wanted on an already boring day. 


Jeff went in the house and came back out a moment later with a blanket. Bill couldn't help but ask what it was 


for. 
"We always end up sitting on the ground at the park and | don't want to get my new jeans dirty," he answered. 


"You're just gonna cut holes in them anyway,” Bill retorted. "Now we have to carry this stupid thing all the 


way there." 

"Holey jeans are cool though," the dark haired young man replied. "Dirty jeans aren't” 

Bill decided to let it go. They walked along the train tracks that lead them to the river. Further down there was 
a park but it was normally full of loud kids and nosey adults. Just beyond that though was a nice spot to look 
out at the river and a few trees to hide under if the sun was especially bright. 

They had only been walking on the tracks for a few minutes when Jeff held out the blanket for Bill to hold. 
"It was your idea to bring it, you carry it," the redhead told him. He eventually took it though, not wanting to 
fight with his best friend. "Couldn't you have at least got a blanket that wasn't so gay? This one has 
sunflowers on it!" 

Jeff sighed. "I just wanted to get a cigarette, man. Chill out" 

He got one out of the pack and lit it: 


"At least give me one too." 


Jeff put a second cigarette in his mouth and lit it, then held it out for his friend. Bill put the blanket under his 
other arm and took it, taking a deep draw. Silence returned to the pair as they got closer to the park. 


‘lm hungry," Jeff muttered. 
"Then why didn't you get something before we left the house?" Bill asked, agitated. 


| wasn't hungry then,’ Jeff answered honestly, amused by Bill's agitation 


Bill huffed, throwing his cigarette. "The last good place to eat was two blocks back." 

"| know." 

They stopped, about to turn around when something caught Jeffs eye. "What's that?" 

His red-haired counterpart turned around and looked in the direction that Jeff was gesturing with his 
cigarette. He looked a moment before answering. The abandoned strip of stores had been empty since he could 
remember, a haven for never-ending vandalism and a makeshift shelter for transients. But today it boasted a 
sign and some newly-painted parking spaces. 

"What does the sign say?" Bill asked, squinting. 

"Mr. Magic's Pizzeria, Pizza and More." 

"What do you think the ‘more’ part is?" 

Jeff shrugged. "Maybe a waitress blows you when you're done eating if you give her a good enough tip." 

"| could go for a blow job about now." 

The boys walked to the shop and peaked inside. There were no cars out front but a guy was inside making 
dough. The dining area was filled with old wooden furniture, large booths and tall-backed chairs. They could see 
a room in the back and a few flashing lights spilling onto the floor but couldn't see what was making them. A 


small sign in the window that read "Opening Special - Large Pizza $5" sealed the deal. 


They went in and selected a booth. The blanket was placed in the chair next to Jeff as they picked up menus 


and began to see what was available. 

‘Let's buy a pitcher, itll be cheaper," Jeff suggested. Bill agreed. 

A few minutes later an older man approached the boys, pen and order tickets in hand 
"What can | get you gentlemen to drink?" he asked. 

"A pitcher of Coke," Bill said 

"Certainly, Ill be right back with one," the man answered, his voice elegant and old-fashioned 
Upon bringing the pitcher and glasses back, he asked the guys a question 


"Do you boys like magic?" he inquired, adding emphasis to the last word. 


They both unintentionally made a face, uncertain of how to answer. The man pulled a deck of cards out of the 


pocket of his apron and shuffled them. 
"Pick a card," he instructed Jeff. "Show it to your friend but not to me." 


The man turned around momentarily as the guys rolled their eyes. The card was shown. The man turned 


around again. 

"Now place the card anywhere in the deck." 

Jeff put the card back into the middle of the deck. The man shuffled the cards again. 
"Now you," he pointed to Bill. "Pick a number between one and fifty-two." 


As much as he wanted to pick fifty-two and make the man count all of the cards he picked one to get him 
out of their hair. 


"Presto!" the man called, pulling the top card from the deck which was indeed the card Jeff has selected. 
The boys hesitated to say anything as neither were very impressed but both said, "Cool." 
The man bowed and picked up the order ticket and pen again. "Now, what can | get for you?" 


"Large pepperoni pizza," Bill said, hoping the man would leave them alone. He did. "I can't believe how lame that 


trick was." 
"I know. | guess he didn't realize | could see they were all the same card when he shuffled” 


Twenty minutes later the man came back with the pizza on a circular metal tray. He left and returned with 


two plates and a stack of napkins. 
"Can | get you two anything else?" he asked kindly. 
They shook their heads. 


"Enjoy! And be sure to check out the Magic Room before you leave," he said, pointing to the room where they 
had seen the lights. He left their check on the table and walked away briskly. 


They ate in relative silence, stopping only to marvel at how good the food was. The man might have been a 
lousy magician but he was a great cook. The pitcher was soon drained of its sugary contents and the guys 


talked idly as they let their stomachs settle. 


"Want to check out the Magic Room?" Bill asked, his voice low and sarcastic. 
Jeff laughed. "Sure." 


They put money on the table next to the check and walked to the illuminated room. There were strange 
mechanical sounds that grew louder the closer they got. Upon entering the room, they were astonished. The 


walls were covered in framed posters for traveling circuses and sideshow attractions. There were old machines 
with rusted signs which read, "Test Your Sex Appeall" and "How Strong Are You? Find Out! Only 25 Cents!" Bil 
laughed. 


"Dude, | think these are all fake," Jeff stated, a hint of disappointment in his voice. "Look at the corner of this 


poster." 

Bill examined the poster for the bearded lady only to find a weird line on the edge, proof that it was a 
photocopy. One by one, all the posters revealed the same thing; they were fakes. Next they looked at two of 
the machines next to the entrance. They had manufacture dates from the late ITlO's, nowhere near as old as 
they looked. 

"That's so lame. This place is a joke," Jeff continued. 

‘| wonder what your sex appeal would be," Bill joked, fishing a quarter from his pocket. He was determined to 
enjoy himself regardless of the falseness of the machines. Bill put the coin in the slot. "After all, you're the 
one that woke up with a boner the last time you slept over." 


"You promised you wouldn't bring that up anymore," Jeff scolded, real danger in this voice. 


| only brought it up to you," Bill said, defending himself. "I don't think that old guy is listening, he's all the way 
in the kitchen. Come on, try it out. | dare you." 


Jeff couldn't believe his ears. "You ‘dare' me? What are we, in fifth grade?" 

"| double dare you," Bill teased. 

"This is so stupid," Jeff muttered, wrapping his hand around the mechanism that allegedly tested his sex 
appeal. He squeezed the metal pieces together as hard as he could for about ten seconds and let go when one 
of the lights lit up and gave him his score. The light was orange and said, "HOT STUFF!" 


"Hot stuff, huh?" 


"Come on, that's not bad," Jeff murmured. "There are only three levels above it. Why don't you do it? | dare 
you." 


"Dare me? What am |, in fifth grade?" Bill mocked him. 


"Dude, | did it and you should too." 

"I think I'll do.." the redhead started, his eyes scanning the room before picking a machine. "That one!" 

He was pointing to an old fortune telling machine. There was a puppet inside of an old woman in front of a 
crystal ball. Both boys were creeped out by it but pretended not to be. Bill got another quarter out and slid in 
into the machine. The puppet came to life, eyes blinking, hands moving around the crystal ball in a cryptic 
fashion. 

"Ask me anything!" the woman in the machine creaked, her animatronic voice gravelly but clear. 

Bill almost comically placed his hand under his chin and thought for a moment, tapping his cheek with his index 
finger. He knew he would get slugged for it but hastily asked, "Who was Jeff dreaming about that gave him a 
boner?" 

Sure enough, Jeff's fist made contact with Bill's face. The two fell to the ground, wrestling more than actually 
hurting each other. Jeff was angry but Bill was able to block most of his blows, laughing as he did so. The 
laughter only seemed to make his dark-haired friend angrier and his punches came faster and harder. They 
could both hear the fortune teller as she replied to the question. 

"No question is too hard for Madam Magic! The answer is..Bill Bailey!" 


Both guys stopped immediately. Neither breathed. Had that just happened? The fortune teller stopped moving 
and the lights in the machine went dark. The boys split apart and looked at each other. 


"Did.she just say my name?" 
"Yeah" 

"How did she know my name?" 

Jeff shrugged. "Maybe that guy heard.” 


"Not my last name, Jeff," Bill exclaimed, freaking out. "He might have heard my first name but not my last 


name. Let's get out of here." 
The boys hastily exited the pizza shop, glad that they didn't see the man working there on their way out. 
It was unusual of Bill to think of this but he said it anyway. "Dude, we paid for the food but didn't leave a tip." 


"He can keep the blanket," Jeff replied, walking hastily back to the train tracks and back to his house. Bill 


followed. 


There was a long, palpable silence. Bill needed to ask the question that he knew Jeff was dreading. 

"So, uh, is it true?" 

Even if Jeff had thought about lying his face betrayed him. He might as well be honest. 

"Yeah, it's true. Please don't tell anyone, for real this time.” 

Bill looked away from the heavy blush that filled Jeff's face. He wanted to hug his friend, tell him it was okay 
and he wasn't mad at him for feeling that way. He wanted to tell him nothing had changed and they would still 
be best friends. But of course he said and did nothing. They went into Jeff's room and shut the door, locking it. 
No one was home but something about being locked in made both of them feel better. Jeff laid down on his 
bed and stared at the ceiling and Bill took residence in a nearby chair. Nothing would feel better at the moment 
than breaking the tension so the redhead did just that. 

"So, thot stuff huh?" 


Jeff laughed. "I guess so," he replied, and before losing his nerve he added "| guess you can let me know if you 


ever want to find out." 


Bill laughed, unwilling to share his curiosity at the moment but sure the urge would eventually overtake him. "l 


think I'll just take the machine's word for it" 
Jeff shrugged, delighting in the slight pink he saw in Bill's cheeks. 


Find out for yourself sometime,” Jeff said, lighting up a much needed cigarette. "I double dare you." 


